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King. And yet

Columbo cannot be secure, and we
[ust in his pardon, that durst make so great
Vnd insolent a breach of law and duty.

2juf Lvrd. Ha ! will he turn again ?

King* And should we leave

This guilt of blood to Heaven, which cries, and strikes
With loud appeals the palace of eternity:
Yet here is more to charge Columbo than
Alvarez' blood, and bids me punish it.
Or be no king.

Her, JTis come about, my lords.

King. And if I should forgive
His timeless death, I cannot the offence.
That with such boldness struck at me.    Has my
Indulgence to your merits, which are great.
Made me so cheap, your rage could meet no time
^or place for your revenge, but where my eyes
Must be affrighted, and affronted with
The bloody execution ?   This contempt
Of majesty transcends ray power to pardon,
And you shall feel my anger, sir.

Her. Thou shalt
'Have one short prayer more for that

Cohim. Have I,
I' the progress of my life,
No actions to plead me up deserving
Against this ceremony ? *
Car. Contain yourself.

C&htm. I must be dumb then.    Where is honour,
And gratitude of kings, when they forget
Whose hand secured their greatness ? Take my head off;
"Examine then which of your silken lords,
As I have done, will throw himself on dangers ;
Like to a floating island move in blood;
And where your great defence calls him to stand

1 This and the preceding line are hopelessly coirupt.